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= Eloved City, though mine Arrows flie | In ev'ry day; I ſee how they abound, 7 5 
B So thick about thee, thouſands weekly die, And take account how many go to th ground: 
And Death walks daily in thy open ſtreets, I daily ſee how Father, and the Mother, 
Would be deſtroying every one he meets, The Son, the Daughter, Siſter, and the Brother, 
And with his Club doth march thy-ftreers around, Dowring their hands, their hearts are ſo perplext 
And all he can he tells unto the ground | For their dead Friends, and fear they may be next: 
Yer ſtill to ſeek my face thy mind is bent, | Thy Tears into my Bottle I do put; 


| Thearthy Cries, my ears ſhall not be ſhut. 
As many days as thou haſt puniſhment, - 


To truſt in me thou wholly art intent; 
Thy Lamentation clearly lets me ſee 


Thou doeſt return with ſoyal heart to me. So many years thou ſhalt have hearts- content. 
Proceed, O London! but a little while, And if thou wilt ſubmit thy ſelf to me, 

Upon my word, thou ſhalc perceive my ſmile, Such joy and comfort thou ere long ſhalt ſee, 
That domineering Giant I will fell, | As will thee raviſh, makethee leap for joy : 

And with one ſtroke I'l ſtrike him down to Hell. For thy grand Enemy I will deſtroy ; 

Then fear nor, London! Pm thy Rock and Aid, Nay, thou thy ſelf ſhalt fell him at thy foot, 
Iwill not fail thee, be not thou afraid: And Il ſtand by, and help thee for to do'r, 
My love to thee is more then thon doeſt know 3 Three ſmooth white Stones go fetch, and to me bring 
A little while, and thou ſhalt find it ſo. Without delay, put them into a Sling; 
I ſee how earneſtiy thou doeſt repent, | Be not afraid, for Viſtand by thy ſide, 
And how thy love moſt cordially is bent | And when thou throweſt, I the Stone will guide: 
To ſeek my glory: Now it coth appear. | Faith, Prayer, and Repentance, theſe three will 
Cheer up thy heart, thou art to me moſt dear, Fly with ſuch force, thy Enemy they'l kill : 
Then drop not in deſpair, be not diſmaid; Theſe Stones will kill him ſooner then a Dart, 
I am thy Saviour, be not thou aſraid, | It they be thrown out of an humble Heart ; 
Thy Lamentation, and thy good defire, That great Goliab at thy feet ſhall fall, 

Hath ſer my Love and Mercy all on fire. Though he be ner ſo ſtrong, or ner ſo tal 
As I am God, I never will thee fall, Thou ſhalt his Neck break, and cut off his Head, 
But will conſume thy foes, as with a Flail, And trample on him when he lieth dead, 


And make them flee as chaff before the wind; 
For in thy — they were moſt unkind, | s 

Yet Il not fail, I will not thee forſake; | 

Thou of richſhowrs of Mercies ſhalc partake, EEY Lowpons humble Reply . 


And feel my love, my favour, and my ſmile, 


Though at this time I frown on thee a ywhile, \ 7 \ Hat Love unſpeakable, what ſtore of Pity 
I do obſerve thy ſorrow and thy tears, | Thou poureſt forth on me, a ſinful City! 
How thy ſad looks a mournful Livery wears; For what am I, that thou ſhould'ſt me regard: 


I ſee thy countenance, and how thou'rt bent My Prayers are not worthy to be heard, 
To ſtick unto me with a full intent. My heart is raviſht with thoſe words of grace 
Ia truth I love thee; then eſteem it ſo: Thou now haſt utter d; and thy ſmiling face 
I will thee eaſe before I from thee go: Hath fo reviv'd me, that in thee I joy: 

I will not fail thee, as I am thy God, For thou haft taught me how I ſhall deſtroy 


Nor will I long chaſtiſe thee with my Rod My envious Foe, and promiſeſt me aid, 


For thou, and all the world, ſhall ever ſee, - | Bids me take comfort, and not be afraid, 

I will not fail them that do truſt in me. Is there a City this day under Sun, = 
Therefore take comfo:t in thy greateſt trouble; That hath a God ſo good? nay, if one run 

For, for thy ſorrows I thy joys will double. And ſearch the Worlds vaſt bulk, he ne'r ſhall ſee 

I'mglad to ſeethy love, and thy good will, | That God did more for any then for me. 

And how that thou and thine my Houſe doth fill, (I glory in my God; though now in trouble 

And do frequent it every Day of mine, | | My grief is great, my inward joys are double : 

Both thou, and all the family that's thine; Although at preſent he doth let me blood, 

And with ſubjection doeſt thy ſelf ſubmit It is for my Souls health, and for my good. 

Unto my will, and rev'rently doeſt fir Ir's better I a while endure this ſore, 

To hear my ſacred Word, and there doeſt ſtay Then with ſharp puniſhment in Hell to roar, 

To have a Bleſſing ere thou go'ſt away, ; I do commit my ſelf, good Lord, to thee, 

I do take notice how dead Corps's flie And daily hope 1 ſhall thy goodneſs ſee, 

| FINIS, 


About thy ftreets, and how many do die 
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